A BRASS HAT IN NO MAN'S LAND
part of your intellectual discipline, is your conquest
of fear. All soldiers - except the most dense and
unintelligent - are frightened in action, at times.
There comes that pain in the tummy. That you have
to master. You must never let your neighbour
know you are in a funk, either by word, deed or
suggestion. Funk itself is nothing. When unchained
it becomes a military menace, and for that men die
at the hands of their comrades. Much of my talks will
be upon matters not directly found in military books.
5You must lose your gentle selves. You must steel
your hearts and minds to be callous of life or death.
That is war/

The memorable year of 1914 closes with the hope
that we shall soon be 'in it/
We have the usual Christmas dinners, leave,
festivities and rejoicing. I go to London for ten
days and become a civilian in mufti.
I find the ladies are very pressing in the metro-
polis, with white feathers for men unwilling to fight.
Going to the Alharnbra to book seats I meet one in
Coventry Street. She presents her feather and
smiles. I do likewise.                            ,
"Why are you not in uniform?' she asks. cAfraid
to fight?1 -And so on. 'A visit to the recruiting
officer?* she suggests*
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